wondering about cadence as the mid-level voice of taylor swift bursts onto the scene, making for a question about homosexuality not only as a result of the music but produced by it, staring at an image of taylor swift with lipstick on lipstick being ugly especially in color. melody making the winding road something to produce endorphins while the tepid level of the sound is technically not good but is complemented by her cadential voice, a quality that sounds with a bell of unique sounds, something like the french guttual r. the pop melodies of her voice are complemented by a hip-hop structure which encompasses ticker hats and bass melodies but not always the bass melodies and there is a strain of electronic instrumentation that bends in multiple directions as far as the body politic of the selection of hedonism goes. the cadence finds room in the heaving bass melodies and the silent ballet progresses into the lover being worse than any other lover despite the fact that i came inside and it's all love beyond a certain point but reputation is produced assumingly by future, (a popular producer) and some other guy of errant genes.

The nature of the melody is such that it descends from above to cooperate with Taylor Swift as she twists along the expectations of herself and of the audience, with pop country listened to by a bunch of cops communicating psychically. She expects the melodies will soothe the earbox of a couple of avid fans, a trick in the toolbox that utilizes  pure vocal segments to attach the lines, shift 'em, and re-align 'em. Her voice, up in the arcades without being anywhere 8-bit is a contraption that lends itself to linguistic breakdowns, seeing as it sits hovering on the water, balancing her yogic form with an emphasis on the legs. Spreading them open, Taylor Swift remains a sex symbol but not of the millenials, finding her love too trite and needy in the pursuit of the man who spurned her or perhaps the man of her dreams. The sparklers get set off and it's fourth of July, leaving me speculating about my sexuality, and then there's the apples that find the glaze something akin to some lips from "The Colour out of Outer Space, something to note as she bends her way around the alto natures that fire her jishin around the globe, lighting up flickering lights that I requested come down, but hwo has ever really met the true Taylor Swift? Jostling for position in the hierarchy of pop with a hip-hop structure, her lover is found in the course of only a year, with hoppy pursuits lending themselves to the archway that she passed, with no mythological creatures on board. The puke isn't there but it was when I was younger, a little bit more wakai, still short of a couple of Japanese sex comparisons. The comfort women of Korea and Japan find their way through the pitfalls of Taylor Swift, haunting them while they don't really know the reason. Her status on the profile that she presents is one of dominion, marking the outskirts of the thought without fully going there, to the light at the end of the tunnel like Lover while being more visceral but less rough and raw.

The deep cthulhu finds company here without being too present and it's in the kitchen that the thais come out for a smoke, though speaking the truth about the genderless archetype being significant outside of the confines of the contours. The shapes find themselves curvy and straight without being too enamored of the present tense, focusing on the past without agonizing over the future, finding that I took a return to sanity as a trick up the sleeve, a grey celebration that leaves the bits of charcoal in the eye, a relatively (or not) introduction to the nature of Taylor Swift who is wont to include selfies that glisten in the bottom left hand corner of the monitor, entering the tekken without laundering about with the typical appertinences of femininity. So why is it about femininity instead of the music, well, that's for someone else to decide. It's a long one but not one I had troube with, feeling the pull of drugs and other accoutrement of pain in the rear view mirror, holding on to the railing as it gets flipped up to a Jessica Alba, whose acting isn't very good but no one's is, mark of a critic but not being the way out of the heater. The sex of heater is spread wide upon the lyrics, typical for a woman to mark breathy dirges while adding fresh ingredients to the pot. The nature of Taylor Swift is found anthropomorphically instead of the dense jungle canopy.